


The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Of his true flate. 

Qgefj Die! he receiueyou well? 

Rof. Moil like a gentleman. 

Guy l. But with much forcing of his difpofition. 
Rof. Niggard of queftion,but ofour demands 
Mott hce in his reply. 

Quee. Did you allay him to any pa(lime ? 

'Rof Maddam,it fo fell out that certaine Players 
Wc pre-rai!ght.on the way, of thefe we told him. 

And there did leeme in him a kind of ioy 
; To heare ofit : they are hecre about the Court, 

And as lehinke, they haue already order 
This n ght to play before him. 

Pol. Tis mod true. 

And he befeeditmetointreatyour Maicfties 
To heare and fee the matter. 

, King With all my heart. 

And it doth much content me 
if I To heare him lo inclin’d. 

! Good gentlemen giuc him a futher edge f 
And dnue his purpofc into thefe delights. 

Rof. Wefhall my Lord. Exeunt JHpf& Guy l , 
King. Sweet gertrardjcaue vs two. 

For we haue clofely fent for Hamlet hethcr. 

That he as t’wereby accedent,may hccrc 
Affront Ophelia-, hex father and my felfe, 

Wce’lc fo bellow out felues,thac feeing vnfeene. 

We may oftheir encounter franckely iudee, 

: And gather by him as he is behatfd, 

; Iftbeth'affli&ionofhisloueorno 

That thus he fufferj for. 


Qee, I fhall obey you. 
ndfoi 




And for my part Ophelia ,1 doe wifh 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Of wi/dnes/p fhall I hope your vertues 

Will bring him to his wonted way a®aine 
,To both your honours. 61 3 

Ophe. Maddam,I wifh it may. 

M. Ophelia, walke youheerctgracious fo pleafe you, 


Prince ofOettmarke. 

We will beftoW our felues;reade on this bookc. 

That (how of fuch an exercife may collour 
Yourlowlinefle;we are oft too blame in this, 

Tis too much proou’d^hat with deuotiohs vifage 
And pious a£fion,we doefugarotc 
The Diuell himfelfe. 

King, Otis too true, 

How fmart a lafh that fpecch doth giue my confcience* 
The harlots cheeke beautied with plallring art, 

Is notmore ougly to the thing that helps it. 

Then is my deede to my moft painted word: 

Oheauy burthen: 

Enter Hamlet. 

P ol. I heare him comming, with-draw my Lord. 

H am. To be, or not to be, that is the queftion. 
Whether tis nobler in the minde to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune, 

Orto take Armes againft a fea of troubles. 

And by oppofing.end them:To die to fleepe 
No more :and by a fleepe, to lay wc end 
Thehart-akc,and the thoufand naturall fliocks 
Thatflclh is heire to ; tis a confumation 
Deuoutly to be wilht to die to fleepe, 

To fleepe, perchance to dreame,l there’s the rub, 

Fo r in that fleepe of death what dreames may come? 
When we haue fluiffled offthis mortall coyle 
Muft giue vs paufe, there’s the refpedi 
That makes calamity of fo long life: 

For who would bearc the whips and fcorncs of time, 
Th’opprcffors wrong , the proude mans contumely. 

The pangs ofoffice,and the lawes delay, 

Thcinfolence of offiee^and the fpu ncs 
That patient mernt of th vnwoTthy takes, 

Vv hen himfelfe might his qutetas make 
With a bare bodkin;who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat vnder a weary life? 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifeouer d country ,{iotp whofe bouse 


